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Midnight Prayers 


Author's Notes: 

HI! So, vm stepping out on a ledge here. | normally don\'t write James/Jason, but | suppose there is always 
room for something different. 

There is a bit of romance but no sex. (I\'m not too good at writing that right P) 

There\'s some dark, dry humor, and Horror and Supernatural themes. 

| hope you enjoy this story cause I\'m writing it at the same time I\'m writing my Pantera fic too. So, anyway. 


Enjoy! 
Winter 198b 
The cold house lay quiet and dark, like it had been for the last IO months we'd been away. The fire in the 


hearth easily came to life under the soft flame of the lighter, rekindling old shadows that crawled up the dark 


walls setting the room in a constant rage of flickering light. 


The fragrance of inexpensive store brand coffee filtered the house as Lars played a new record he'd gotten in 
France. Not even ten minutes in and he's already making it feel just like home again; This being one of the 


better character traits of the little Dane. 


Kirk heaves a suitcase through the heavy door, snow melting into his bushel of dark curls. Jason follows close 


behind, a small tote on his shoulder, indicating everything he'd brought with him, or everything he had left. 
Kirk laughs brushing the hair from his face and wiping his nose on his sleeve. 
"Man. | don't think it can get any colder out there." 


Lars snaps along with the smooth Jazz on the record, with a toasty cup of warm coffee pressed to his lips as 
he makes himself comfortable beside me on the couch. 


| hear it's suppose to snow a hella lot tonight | believe it's just suppose to snow all the time here since 
someone thought itd be cool to come back to this God-forsaken place on this God-forsaken mountain in the 
middle of only God knows where." 

| smile at Lars’ enthusiasm for my choice of relocation 

"It feels so good to be home again though." 

Kirk kicks off his boots before sitting on his feet and snuggling beside Lars on the couch for warmth. 

Lars swallows, squeezing his eyes shut forcing the cheap hotness down his throat and nods in agreement. 


"Yeah. Oh and Jay. Welcome home." 


Jason peers up from his place in the corner and smiles shyly before looking back into the fire. Two pairs of 


eyes peer from me to Jason back to me and so forth and so on. 
| know what's up. 

They're waiting for me to snap again. 

As easy as that would be, I've healed. 

I'm past that stage on taking everything out on Jason 


| know it isn't his fault, but | can't help but blame it on him. He replaced something so close to me. to all of us. 


Cliff was so much like an older brother. 


Squeezing my eyes shut and folding my arms across my chest, | repeat the words "I've healed" in my mind 


over and over again like a endless incantation as if my words would simply bring my best friend back. 


A soft pat on my shoulder signals my emotions are showing too much now, so | draw everything back inside. | 


was told not to keep all my feelings bottled up because they'll explode so easily at the littlest of things. 
l'm so short tempered and Jason, being new and not knowing his way around, is the one | exhaust my anger on. 
Rather it be through brutally abusing him verbally/emotionally/physically, or simply flushing his head in the 


toilet a few good times, he's the scape goat for all my problems. 


The boy could possible put up a good fight, but | simply abuse his respect for me and who | am. | know how 


much Jason looks up to me, and | use that against him. 


| glance across the room at his skinny muscular body shrouded in the shadow and the cold. | know it isn’t fair. 


He's only doing what had to be done. | still can't help myself sometimes. 
"Hey Jace." 


My words slip out a little louder and more forced then | intended. It takes him a second but Jason eventually 


turns his face in my direction 

"LI hope you like it here." 

Jason turns his head a little back to the fire and all | see is his defined jaw tighten | can only imagine how 
hard he's trying to keep his words back right now, but my curiosity is soon dissolved when he speaks through 
his clenched teeth. 


"Thanks James." 


Regardless of this train wreck of a conversation between Jason and |, in return, | receive pleasing smiles from 


both my other band mates. It's like kindergarten all over again | received two stars by being nice to the new 


kid 


Jason rubs his hand threw his long hair and sighs standing and heads up stairs, then Lars and Kirk follow 
behind. 


When | hear two doors close | decide to head up stairs too. 
There's no point in staying here alone. 


| climb the steps and make my way to my room, the light from the fire place dancing along the wooden floor 


as | reach my door at the end of the long hallway. 


"Do you believe in ghost, James?" 


The room became eerily silent at that moment. 
The blizzard roaring outside and the pounding of my heart is the only sound | hear. 
| snort sarcastically. "No." 


Jason looks slowly to me displaying a smile I'd never imagined seeing on his face. It twisted his features into 


something demonic. | felt myself become a little light headed. 

"No? | do.” 

He's kidding. He's gotta be kidding. | knew there was something wrong with this kid 
"Oh yeah? Do you talk to them too?" 


| laugh awkwardly in the thin silence as | gather Jason's clothes from the floor and throw them in his lap. He 
shakes his head helplessly and gazes at me with panic in his bright eyes. 


"James, please. Let me stay. Just for tonight. I'll. Ill even sleep on the floor If you want, just don't make me 


sleep alone." 


It may only be me but as | take his clothes from his arms and lay them in the leather chair by the window | 


catch a sense of hysteria in Jason. This could honestly be used to my enjoyment. 
| turn to him lifting my shirt over my head. 


| don't know Jace. | thought you talked to those phantoms and all" | sat on the edge of the bed, my back to 


him as | pull the socks from my feet. 
"| mean, I've never. talked to them directly, but." 


| stand and trade my blue jeans for a pair of gym shorts and crawl onto the bottom of the bed and beside 
the now trembling Jason 


"But what Jay?", | ask, smirking and teasing him. 


Turning onto my back and laying my hands behind my head | watch Jason become noticeable uncomfortable 


with the situation. | bet he regrets asking to stay- 
"Cliff" 


The name breaks me from my thoughts and wipes the idiot grin off my face. 


| sit up directly and glare at Jason through the dark. Even though our faces are maybe only two inches apart, 
| have a hard time finding his eyes and holding them in the cold depths of the night. 


The storm outside roars on as | listen for Jason's breathing, Jason's voice, anything to comfort this 


unexplained feeling. Everyone knows it's bad luck to talk of the dead, especially the new dead. 
Cliff's only been gone for what, two months? 
Too soon 


"What about Cliff?" Jason started as my voice broke through the eerie silence. | noticed immediately, the voice 


didn't sound like my own. 


The dark shrouded everything around us almost making it impossible to take a breath. The dry, cold air turned 


now warm and humid. Jason trembled leaning and resting his head on his knees. 
"Nothing. It's nothing." 
He shook his head while rocking himself slowly, wrapping his arms tighter around his torso. 


| laid back and turned bringing my knees to my chest and pressed myself against the cool wall. A shiver ripped 
through my body violently causing my teeth to grind painfully. 


Jason and his stupid talk, got me acting like a child. Regardless, | can't seem to shake this ridiculous feeling of. 
being watched. | feel Jason move closer, pressing his bare back to mine. | feel his heartbeat pumping fast, 
matching my own as | squeeze my eyes shut counting the many small circles that danced unnoticed behind my 


lids. 


That night, | fell asleep to the sound of Jason's soft symphony of prayers. 


Something is Haunting Us 
Author's Notes: 
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| woke to the sound of shattering glass which caused me to be up and running before | was even all the way 


awake. | whipped around corners, flying through the dark. 
"What happened?" 


| collided with Kirk who dropped more of the shattered pieces of a now very broken candle. Lars giggled and got 


a broom from the corner handing it to Kirk 


"The storm is still going out there. It's knocked out all of the power lines, so Kirk decided to drop the only 


candle we have." 
"Hey now, accidents happen" Kirk rolled his eyes as Lars walked by ruffling the curly mess on his head. 
| stretched rubbing my stomach, feeling the tight muscles flex. 

They scream hungry. 

"Hey, where's Jason?" 

Kirk stood from the mess on the floor and slid a slip of paper to me. "Went into town, be back soon” 
"He went alone? In this weather?" 


Kirk and Lars both grinned in unison. "He went way early this morning, and why do you care?" 


The Dane snickered softly adding to Kirk's unneeded comment, “Yeah. What happened to Mr. I'm The Mighty 


Hetfield, and | care for no-one?" 


| rolled my eyes at their ignorance. "Hey, a guy can be the least concerned for his bandmate, no? | mean | 


wouldn't wish anyone out into this weather." 


Luckily, my worries are short lived as Jason trouts through the door with bags of grocerys. 


"Hey, I'm back." 


He comes in pushing the door shut with his foot and lays the food out on the counter. Lars and Kirk trade 


glances, then look at me and Jason then back at each other. 

Jason's smile is replaced with confusion. "What's going-" 

"Nothing." | wave my hand in front of his face, stopping him. "Nothing is going on" 

Jason nods, confusion still lingering in this shallow green eyes. 

"| was just. offering to cook breakfest:" 

My voice rose as | took a box of pancake mix from one of the brown bags. 

Kirk and Lars rolled their eyes and continued sweeping up the broken glass on the floor. 

"You don't have to do that James, | know you're tired” 

Jason's voice trailed off under a heavy sigh. It was apparent how exhausted he was. | don't remember much of 
last night, but clearly Jason never slept. It explains why he was up at such early hours, fighting the snow and 
wind. 

Jason dug threw the bags pulling out a half dozen carton of eggs and a small pack of bacon and laid them by 


the stove. His hands made quick work of preparing the food on the gas oven. His curly hair hung low and his 


long legs stood tall leaning against the counter. 
For a slit second, | thought of Cliff 

| press my fist against my mouth, my teeth digging into my knuckled 

It hurts. It hurts so much. Poor Jason. Having to fill such a impossible position much be stressing him out. 
"Please Jay, let me help yo-" My voice is cut off by Jason's hand over my mouth 

"Shh, did you hear that?" His bottom lip trembled, his eyes becoming wide and frantic. 

Lars and Kirk stood from their mess on the floor and listened intensely for Jason's urknown sound 


The house seemed to be swallowed by silence at that moment. The storm outside broke its scratching against 


the house and the crackling of the fire in the hearth died away. 


Only a moment, no sound filtered through the house. 


Jason stood petrified, nothing moving but his eyes searching the dark corners, empty and forgotten. 


A hollow thump echoed from the ceiling causing Jason to stir once more, his fist tightening around my 


forearm. Lars lets out on audible swallow and Kirk shivers violently, his arms crossing tighter across his chest. 


No one moved for what seemed like forever. The storm then continued to beat harder against the ancient 


wood and stone of the house. The fire breathed once more, light filtering in through the living room. Jason was 


the first to speak. 
"I think it's gone now." He lowered his hand from my mouth and let go of my forearm. 
| felt dizzy, as if I'd just woken up from a really bad dream and couldn't remember what had happened. 


Kirk walked over to Jason, who was now busily continuing to work on breakfest. Lars walked over beside me 


and poked me in the side. "I'm freaking out man. Jason's freaking out." 
"What did you hear, Jay?" Kirk's voice was a mere squeak above the popping of the bacon in the skillet. Jason 
shrugged and said nothing, as his hands made quick work of preparing the food, even though his eyes seems to 


say shut most of the time. 


Kirk turned to us and smiled sheepishly. He walked over taking Lars‘ hand and lead him back over to the broken 


glass on the floor and continued to clean up. 


| swallow the lump in my throat. I'm not sure what | should say, but | know | have to say something. | walk 


over to Jason, and rest my hand on his shoulder. 


"Are you alright?" He nods and wipes his and on his shirt. "Yeah. l'm okay. How about you?" 
My eyebrows furrowed. 


"Yeah, I'm good" My voice is weak. | can hear it. Jason hears it. He smiles. 

"You better not be fucking with me, fucker." | shove his shoulder as he giggles into his hand. 
"You're a dick-" 

"But you heard it too." His voice broke over mine. 

"So, you know I'm not making it up. | was generally scared too." 


| shrug, pulling a chair back from the table. He's right. | heard the noise too. We all heard it. There is no way 
he's making this up. 


Unless when he went out to get grocery's he somehow set something up to scare us. 


My eyes glance to Kirk and Lars who finished cleaning up and was putting the broom and dust pan back into 
the corner. Maybe they're in on it too. Maybe this is all some kind of trick they're playing on me. 


Sure, I've been an asshole lately, but really who can blame me? Its my right to be an asshole. | lost my best 


friend. This is how | deal with it. 


"Are you guys fucking around with me?" Everyone turns and looks at me like I'm something from a horror 


movie. 
Kirk sits across from me and shakes his head. 


"No James. I'm seriously freaked out. l'm not even sure | can sleep here again. l'm kind of thinking about staying 


in a hotel or something." 
Lars chimed in quickly, "Yes! If Kirk is leaving and staying somewhere else, | am too." 


Jason laid our plates out in front of each of us and sat beside me. His fist tightened around his fork. The 


goosebumps along his unnaturally pale skin made me uneasy. 

"No body is going anywhere. The trail down is covered in feet of snow." 

The storm hammered against the windows once more. A small bead of sweat rolled down his cheek and he 
shivered against me causing a wave of fear to stir in me. | swallow as Jason looks up glances into each of our 


eyes, stained heavy and full of terror. 


"Anyone that goes down surely wouldn't make it out alive." 


As The Fog Rolls In 
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The rest of the day slugged along, the sun finally closing in on the grey of the shadows in various corner of 
the room. It's rays broke through the heavy layers of clouds clinging helplessly to the sky and smiled weakly 
at us one last time before falling deep beneath the earth. 

My body shivers as the fire dies down, the ember colored ashes dancing above the broken pieces. 

No one ever went to get more firewood. 

| never went to go get dressed. 

The extra blankets are upstairs in the closet. 

Everyone is too scared to move. 

| shake my head slowly. 

Pitiful. 

That's the only word | can describe for myself right now. It's the only word that makes sense. 


Jason has filled our head with all this childish crap, and now every slight sound or shadow makes our heart 


race. 
Pitiful. 


Jason moves closer to me and lays a section of the only blanket left downstairs in my lap. 


| glare at him from the corner of my eye and take the section he gives me, pulling it up under my chin. | 


shiver and sigh, looking over at Jason. 

He's smiling. 

The fucker is laughing at me. 

"The fuck man?" | feel him jump at my voice. "How does any of this stir the emotion of laughter in you?" 
| wasn't laughing at you James." 

| jerked the blankets more from him and into my lap. "The hell you weren't” 

He frowns at me pulling the blanket more onto him. "I said, | wasn't laughing at you." 

| pull the covers more onto me. "And | said, The hell you were-" 

"Will you two please stopl?" Kirk's voice broke above our bickering. 

His normally chocolate brown eyes looked glazed over and broken 

"| think Lars is getting sick." 

| watch the body in Kirk's lap jump at the sound of his name, but still continue to shiver violently. 
"But Lars never gets sick" 


Kirk sighs, looking down into his lap and brushes the long dark hair from the drummer's face. 
| know. That's what worries me." 


| stand and kneel down beside Lars brushing my fingers above his eyebrow. Damn if | look like a pud right now, 
but Lars is my best friend. When Lars gets sick, he really gets sick. 


"Hey," | whisper quietly against his ear, "I'm going to take you up stairs now." 
Lars groans as | take him from Kirk's lap. His small body laid limp against me as | walk to the stairs. 


My feet walk up three steps and | stop. The rest of the stairs are shadowed in the darkness and | can't bring 
myself to get up the rest of the steps. | squeeze my eyes shut. 


"Fuck." 


"Forget how to walk?" 


| jerk around to find Jason, with that same stupid grin on his face, walking up past me on the stairs. He forms 
into the darkness and my heart sinks. How can that fucker be braver than me. I'm James Hetfield, Damn it. 


| force myself to take another step. | hear laughter in the dark in front of me. 
"James," Jason hums stepping out of the shadows with a candle. "Are you afraid of the dark?" 


| houst Lars more into my arms, his head resting against my chest and his socked feet hanging. Rolling my 
eyes, | walk past Jason into the hallway, Kirk staying close behind. 


A grey sliver of light shown through the giant window at the end of the hallway by the room. 

Lars' room was the biggest in the house with its own personal fireplace. Kirk made quick work of starting up 
the fire in the burner. Jason pulled back the covers as | lay Lars down and lay the sheets and comforter back 
on top of him. His head laid to the side lazily. 

"Lars, you're in your bed. Kirk is getting your fire started for you." 


| brush the hair from his pale face. 


"The last time he was sick like this." | feel my throat close around my words and the blood run cold in my 
veins. | bite the inside of my lip as Kirk lays his hand on my shoulder. 


Jason's voice broke the silence. "The last time he was sick like this, what?" 


His body stood in the door way, but the dark silhouetted his face casting a eerie feeling in the room. The candle 
flickered against his long hair and thin body. 


"Jason," my words were thick as | squeezed my eyes closed. "Please come in the room." 


"l'm in the room." | hear his voice inches away and | open my eyes to find him right beside me. 


My chest tightens as | glance back at the door way, the dark figure fading quickly. 


"Fu-" My hand flew over my mouth before | could finish. This can't be happening to me. My eyes focus on 
something else in the room. Something relaxing. 


The rise and fall of Lars' chest or the flickering sound of the fire. Anything but that. 
"Kirk, you're staying with him tonight?" My voice is a small squeak above the rushing in my brain 


| feel his fingers tighten on my shoulder. "Yeah, | will." 


| take a breath and stand brushing my fingers against Lars‘ cheek one last time. 
| turn to Kirk who was already slipping from his jeans. "You'll be okay, wont you?" 


He smiles at me as he climbs into the bed beside Lars. "Of course James. Now go get some rest. 


You've been acting really strange lately." 
| nod, holding my hand up. "I know. | know. Jason, walk with me please." 


We leave the room and | close my eyes as we walk across the dark hallway. Jason walks into the room behind 


me and sets the candle on the night stand. 
"IIl leave this here for you Tonight.” 


| bite the inside of my lip. | don't want to say it, but | need Jason to stay with me. | need Jason right now, | 
just don't know how to say it without sounding like an idiot. | cross my chest as | turn 


"Why not just stay here toni-" 


Its was too late. Jason left had already left me. 


Sleeping With The Devil 
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| finished undressing and climbed into bed quickly, the cold sheets warming quickly against my body. The candle 


soothed me in and out of sleep as the storm raged on in the darkness outside. 

"James." 

A soft knock on my open door woke me. | sat up quickly as Jason puts his hands up in defense. 

"Sorry Sorry. " He whispered as he backed more into the hallway, his almost naked body shivering in the dark 


"What are you doing?" | asked watching him walk slowly back into the room. | already know what he's doing. He's 
doing what I've been hoping he'd do. 


| was wondering.” He rubbed his arms slowly, his face innocent, but sinister. 

| hesitated a moment, but nodded and pulled the covers back 

"Yea, sure." 

Smiling, he walked to the bed and laid down beside me. | turned onto my back Jason did the same. 


We laid like this in silence for an hour, staring at the ceiling and watching the candle light flicker around the 


room. 
"James" His voice was only a whisper in the silence, and | wasn't sure if it was meant for me to answer. 


"Yeah?" He turned onto his side, facing me where the candle lite up his eyes. Open and electric they looked 
against the shadows on his face. 


"Do you believe in Satan?" | turn my head to him and his eyes weren't looking at me, but something behind me. 


| swallow against the knot in my throat. 
"Yeah." 


Jason blinked slowly like he was forcing them closed. His mouth opened as if he were about to speak, then it 
closed quickly. His eyes proved him to be deep in thought, but his face showed no expression 


| watched his tongue run across his teeth ending with a soft smack in the thin air. Jason laid his head on the 
pillow next to my shoulder, seeming exhausted and drained. Something isn't right with him. He doesn't seem 
himself. 

"Do you know any good ghost stories?" 

His eyes closed against the light, then opened again, deep blue and almost glowing. 


"Don't worry. | do." 


Jason licked his lips and laid on his back with his arms behind his head, then resting it to the side and gleaned 
at me, his eyes big and jumpy. 


"One bright day in the middle of the night, Two dead boys got up to fight” 
He turned back to his side, his long fingers tickling like spider legs along my throat. 


"Back to back they faced each other, drew their swords and shot each other." 


Jason leaned in and pressed his lips against my shoulder, his warm breath ghosting my cold skin. | shivered, his 
mouth moving to neck and his hand slipping underneath the sheets along my body. 


"A deaf policeman heard the noise and ran to save the two dead boys." 


Teeth grazed the skin below my ear. My breath hitched as his fingers inched beneath the band of my boxers 
and traced my hip bone slowly. 


"And if you don't believe it's true,’ 
Jason leaned on his elbow and glided his tongue across my bottom lip between his words. His eyes, full of 
darkness, but still so pale, watched me squirm beneath him. The voice dropped low and heavy, as if his next 


words were a secret. | closed my eyes and arch my body against his mouth as he descended farther down my 


chest, his hands working the boxers under the sheets. 


"Go ask the blind man, he saw it too." 


My eyes became heavy and my sight blurs as Jason's lips pepper my stomach. 


"You're adorable like this, you know," he whispers against my warm skin. "Now sleep. You'll need it for what I've 


got planned for you. " 


A Demon in the Dark / An Angel in the Snow 
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| wake up, my body naked and shivering in the cold. | slip my boxers back on and hide quickly under the covers 
My teeth chattered as | search the room for Jason 

"OF course. He left me again" | mumble dryly. 

Shadows loom alone the walls, the clouds closing over the moon leaving the room in a dirty glow. 

"Im not scared of the dark," | whispered to myself slowly. 

My eyes squeezed shut in the flickering light of the soft candle. 

"Im not scared of the dark" 

The storm hammered the giant glass window across the room. 

"Im not scar--" | hear the door creak, breaking my endless chant 


Darkness squirms along the floor as the candle began to die away. 


| sit up slowly staring at everything and seeing nothing. The moon clawed its way through the heavy clouds and 
stretched across the wooden floor, shadowing a black silhouette at the end of my bed. 


"Oh fuck. Come on," | whined helplessly. "Enough with the childish games Jason. It's ridiculous." 

The shadowed figure turned its head sideways then back the other way. 

Then a thin arm lifted from its side and in its hand, a metal blade gleamed in the moonlight. 

"Jason." | threw the covers from off of my body. "Look man, | know things have been a little tedious between 
us since you joined but," The figure moved around to the other side of the bed and grabbed my wrist jerking 
me up from the bed. | pulled with all my might to be free of it, but its unnatural cold hands clung to me, the 
nails digging into my arm. 

"Let me go you fucker!" | jerked again in vain as the hand gripped me tighter and pulled me to the floor. | 
thrashed around as if | were a wild animal in a cage as the figures hand gripped my throat. | ripped furiously 
at the fingers, as a pillow was smothered against my face. 


"Please, anybody! Help me!" 


The cold metal against my chest froze me in place. Hot tears ran down my cheek as the blade was forced 


through my chest, an audible tear of skin and crack of bones filled my ears. 
"James, this is the only way | can save you." 

| feel no pain. 

I'm numb. 

That voice. 

Not Jason 


"Sleep brother. I'll wake you when you're ready." 


* * * 


The sun sat perched in the open blue sky, her bright face warming my skin. My eyes burn in her rays, but | 


can still see her. | can look at her, like | never have been able to before. 


Summer wind blew softly through the heavy trees around me, the branches swaying in as if dancing to the 


same earthly song. | smile, a giggle leaving my lips. 


A dark figure sat in the trees, long legs dangling among the branches. Fresh snow flaked through my fingers as 
| sat up, the figure falling from the tree it sat in. 


A smile | hadn't seen in a while walked from the shadows and into the meadow I'd been sitting in Bare feet 


crunched through the snow to me until Cliff towered over me, holding his hand out. 


Despite everything, | took his hand without hesitation and he pulled me up from the snow. He raised an apple to 
his mouth and bit off a big chunk before tossing me one. 


"James," his voice was soft and almost as silent as the wind. "It's good to see you again" 
| smile, a uncontrollable wave of nervousness setting over me. | clear my throat, shock still holding my voice. 
"Is okay James," He laid his hand on my shoulder softly. "It's just me." 


| nodded, feeling my cheeks flush all the way to my bare chest. Cliff smiled, "Come on, walk with me. I'll explain 


as much as | can" 


Following him from meadow, | noticed myself walking bare footed in his tracks in the snow. We walked until we 


reached a cliff overlooking the sea. 
"I tell you what," He mumbled, "I've never imagined I'd see you again" The ocean roared against his voice, his 
hair whipping around with the snow flakes in the wind. The sun warmed our skin as we sat along the edge, the 


white tides crashing against the peak. 


| want to say something. | want to ask him questions | never got to ask. | want to tell him jokes, that were 


never really told | want to laugh at things that never were funny. 
But | can't find the right words to say. 


Cliff looks at me with a sad smile. My thumb rubbed the red skin of the apple until the color stained my 
hands. 


"This is my curse, James.” His eyes laid heavy against the sea, quieting its angry arms. “Constant snow. The 
sunlight looks so warm, so bright. But | can't feel it. It's only always cold. So damn cold." 


Cliff sighs, moving strands of hair from his face. | clear my voice again, feeling my voice creep against throat. 


"Cliff" Its hoarse, but audible. 


"Yeah?" 

| swallow again, this time, my voice spilling out along my tongue. 
"Am | dead?" 

He smiles, then looks back the water. 

"No" 


Confusion settled on my face and Cliff playfully pushes me. "I said you aren't dead. But, you're 
pretty close." 


He stands quickly and points out to the sea. "Hey, look!" 
"What does that mean?" | spit out as he pulls me up from the edge. 


"| don't know. | just know you aren't dead. But look, there is you're way out of here." He points out to the rising 
tide. 


"But | just got here. | don't want to leave you." 

He grabs my shoulders and backs me up to the edge. "I know, but if you miss this. You'll never get back" 

My fingers gripped tight to his shirt as my heels peeked over the edge. "Please, Cliff! Not yet!" 

Before | could register it, | was in his arms, my face pressed against his chest. | felt his warm breath in my 
hair. "James," he whispered. "I don't understand any of this," his lips pressed in my hair. "But it's not your time 
to be here with me yet." 

| feel the warm water rush around my ankles. "Good bye, for now." Cliff pulls me back from him and leans me 


over the edge and releases my shoulders. | feel myself falling, but the warmness catches me before | hit the 


rocks. 


SPOILER ALERT BELOW: 


|. Cliff Isn't the one who "stabbed" James. That will be reviled more as we go. 
2. James isn't dead, just "visiting" Cliff on the other side. 


It's sad | had to put this spoiler to explain that. | guess it shows how much | suck. 


A Lamb To The Slaughter 


Author's Notes: 
Next to last chapter!! Contains Dry Humor.. LOOK FOR ITIN: 


Enjoy! 


| open my eyes as the shock of the freezing water l'm dropped into hits my body. Two heavy hands pull me up 
as | cough water from my lungs, my tongue catching between my chattering teeth. | shiver as fingers wash 
back and forth through my hair. | groan, too weak and cold to speak. 

"Now now. Little lambs should be silent as they're lead to the slaughter." 

My head is forced back underwater before | could make any response. A sinister laugh fills my ears as l'm 
pulled back up to the surface. Bulky arms lift me from the pool of water and lay me on the back of a black 
horse, a heavy wool blanket laid over my shivering body. 


"They're waiting, you are clean enough for the ritual." 


The constant sound of hooves on the gravel let me know I'm still wake. Between drifting in and out of 


consciousness, | hear distant singing, endless chanting of some dialect I've never heard before. 
Before long, the horse stops and l'm carried again and laid helplessly on a cold stone of some sort. 


The demonic chanting was loud, piercing my swollen brain. Sunlight burned my eyelids but | was too afraid to 
open them. 


Metal scraping against metal ranged in my ears. My mouth laid open, my tongue drying in the thick air. 
"We gather here, brothers," 


Birds chirped in the trees, calling out to each other as | move. A serge of pain struck across my chest, my 


shouldered feeling like they were on fire. 
"In the ancient grove under this dying oak tree." 
My wrist burned, the rope cutting and rubbing against my skin. | close my mouth and open my eyes lazily. The 


sunset on the horizon painted the sky pink and oranges, before simply dying to darker colors of purple and 


black. 


"Here, we will give our offering so that we may live anew." 


My sight adjusted and before me sat hundreds of cloaked figures. Two of my band mates sat in the front, 
eyes closed and hands tied behind their backs like mine. 


"The sacrificial lamb has been chosen" 


| met both Lars and Kirk's eyes before their heads lowered back towards the ground. Fingers traced my jaw, 


and my eyes looked up to see Jason's face staring down at me, his eyes gleaming, dark and full 
A golden knife sat in a holster on Jason's belt. He was also cloaked in black, but no hood hid his face. 
"And in my arms, his blood will be spilled on this altar. Fire will rain from the heavens and waters will flood 


this earth but we, my brothers, will live forever!" 


"Jason, please stop this!" Lars’ voice broke through the silence. His fragile body stood in the wake of an open 


fire. Wolves howled as Jason nodded. 


"You regret the deal we made? You bring James to me, | give you immortality and power beyond any control. 
Remember?" 


| lay my head to the side, as wolves surround Lars. Jason turns my head back toward him as the wolves 


attacked Lars, his screams piercing over Jason's chuckle in my ear. 

Kirk yelled something then, silence as a thud hit the ground. 

"Those two were useless to me anyway.’ Jason smiled down at me. "He is all | need." 

Howling roared all around me as Jason turned pulling the knife from the holster and took me into his arms. My 
head laid lazily against his stomach, my throat exposed to the stars. Tears ran down my cheek, as Jason licked 
his lips above me. The knife pressed firmly against my neck 


"James," Jason's voice was a mere whisper. "Let me tell you a secret" 


| listened intensely for what seemed like forever. The wind howled through the rustling trees, the blade at my 


throat become cold against my chilling skin 
"This," he moved the blade from my neck. "Is a prank." 


My eyes open as Jason lays my head back down and steps back. The crowd behind me roars in laughter and 
yammers. Bright lights flash on and Lars' face is in mine as he rubs the fake blood from his face. 


"IFs all a joke, James!" He laughs hysterically. "It's nothing but a joke!" 


| swallow as someone lays a duffle bag of clothes on the ground next to the stone alter. | sit up, wrapping the 
wool blanket around my naked body. People I've never seen before, stood around with the biggest smiles on 
their face. More people stood around lights and cameras positioned around the general area talking and high 


fiving one another. 


| slid down from the alter and took the duffle bag into my lap. | dressed quickly into a long sleeve shirt, a pair 
of holey blue jeans, and two socks that didn't even match. 


Against all odds, | couldn't find the humor in all of this. Kirk walked over and patted my shoulder. 

"Come on man. Don't look so serious. It's all just for fun’ 

More people I'd never seen before loomed around me telling me how good | did and to not look so serious. 
"Hts all good fun" They'd say. 

Bullshit. 

| wandered aimlessly around the ‘set they'd built until | found Jason, who was walking back from the woods. 
"Hey James!" He shouted with a huge grin on his face. 


"Shut the fuck up Jason!" | growl taking his shirt in my fist. "Explain to me right now why | shouldn't sucker 
punch you in the jaw and break every tooth in your fucking mouth." 


He smiles even more, confident that his answer would suffice me. "Because it's funny.” | snarl, my fist raring 


back. His hands come up and he laughs awkwardly. 
"Wait! Wait! Let me explain more. It's for a show. They paid us alot of money for thi-" 


"You fucking humiliated me for money! Money we don't even need?! Who the fuck do you think we are?" | 
released him and rubbed my temples slowly. 


"Was Lars and Kirk in this as well?" 
Jason shook his head slowly. "They didn't know until you found out" 


"You're an idiot Jason. A real piece of work" | mumble as | walk away, Jason following me yammering 
"Sorry" and "Ill fix this" in my ear. 


"What about the knife in the chest? Huh? Was that part of your joke?" My voice rose over his apologies. 


He stopped and shook his head again. "Hmm, no. | don't know what you're talking about. You must have been 


dreaming that: 
| stopped and lifted my shirt, the spot non existent. "But, it was so real" | swallowed, "That night.. Did we?" 
Jason smiled awkwardly, "Did we what?" 

| shook my head, "Nothing. Forget it. You're still a dumbass’ 


He mumbled in my ear as we walked back to the set where people gathered under a tent with food laid out 


everywhere on tables. | turned, stopping Jason before we entered the tent. "Just so you know." 
| leaned in close and pressed my lips against Jason's ear. 


‘| will get you back for this.” 


He Who Laughs Last 


Author's Notes: 
Last Chapter for this storyl! :( 


Thank you to everyone who encouraged me with the comments and support! | wouldn\'t have been able to do 


it with y\allll 


Well, enjoyl! <3 


Summer 1999 


The warm breeze drifted through the palm trees above us, sand tickling our toes below. Waves pushed against 
the shore as the summer sun kissed our fresh skin. We laid out the blankets and relaxed under a big umbrella 


I'm so glad the record and all this touring is over with. Its good to finally get to chill in the sun again" Kirk 


brushes a loose strand of hair from his face. 


Jason takes a pull from my travel size bottle of Jagermeister. The idea that | could get him back has been 


racking his brain ever since the incident more than a decade back. 


Lars growls, throwing a towel over his face. "Fuck, it's so hot!" He sits up, rubbing his hands over his face. 


"Walk with me, Kirk." 


Kirk sighs and stands, following Lars in the sand. | lean back, feeling the sun on my skin again. It warms me, 


physically, mentally, and emotionally. | love it. 


Jason coughs, the liquor finally getting to him. He has been out drinking me lately and that's saying something. 
The bassist sways a little before laying back onto his beach towel. His eyes close slowly, then open quickly. 


Turning, | examine my surroundings. To the right there is a fence dividing our condo from the others but to 
the left is wide open and bare. Behind me is the house and in front the ocean. Nodding, | look over at Jason, 
who has basically drank himself stupid. 


Definite buzz. 


| stand, pulling the towel he's laying on up past the house and closer to a circle of palm trees by the main 
road. | jog back to the house, taking a pair of Kirk's ‘Birthday Present: handcuffs from his duffle bag and Lars’ 
$600 camera from the bed | ran back down with a bucket to the water to fill it up. 


When | return, Jason is still laying where | left him. Standing above him | lower myself and straddled his chest. 


"Jay." | hum in the ‘sexiest voice | could muster up. His eyes open enough | can see the white of his eyes and 


eventually his pupils show. 


"Hey Jay," | press my lips under his chin, kissing slowly, leading a trail to his chest. His body shivers, but he 
says nothing. 


On my knees above him, | nurse him more liquor, hoping to get him as drunk as possible. "Want some of this?" 
| dabble some onto his chest and stomach. 

"| know | do." 

My breath ghost his wet nipple and his eyes shot open, his hands grabbing my hair. 


"Jaymezzz," his drunken slur filling the breezy air. His finger grip my hair tighter as | lap more of the liquor 
from his bare torso, my tongue tasting the Jager and his sweat. 


Sitting on my knees | push him closer to the tree and pull him up against the old palm to where he's slouches 
against it. My finger work underneath the band of his swim trunks as my lips kiss trails across his neck 


"Please," Jason huffs against my ear. "James." He's sobered up a little, his adrenaline and hormones pulsing 


against my hand, his heart racing against my lips. 


Palming him a little more from the outside of his trunks as he moans, his body raises and pushes against 
mine. | pull his swim trunks from his body and throw them to the side, far enough away | know he won't be 


able to reach them. Taking the handcuffs from the sand beside the tree | move farther up Jason's naked body. 


My mouth against his neck and ear distract him as | pull his arm behind the tree. One hand in already, the 
clicking of the lock around his wrist. | take his other wrist into the other cuff. 

"Jay," | whisper softly into his ear, clicking the locks slowly, one by one. | lean back and take the bucket into my 
hands. "It's nothing but a joke." 


He smiles a moment, and | throw the bucket of water on him. Jason's naked body shook as | took the camera 


from the ground next to the curb. My laughter filled the air as Jason watches me video him. 
"Fuck! Look at youl” 
Jason lowers his head as my laughter gets louder. Eventually, Kirk and Lars come out to see what's going on 


and they laugh as well. People came and went, taking pictures and laughing 


along with us. 


He'd been here hours, sitting right there, naked and handcuffed for the world to see. The sun had started to 
fall below the earth before he spoke. 


"James," Jason's voice was heavy and tired above the wind blowing past my ears. "Please, let me go." 


| look over at him, his head hung low. "Yeah right. You'll sit here until | get tired of looking at you. And fuck, do 


you look ridiculous." 


| chuckle again, but the joke didn't have the same effect. | sigh looking over at him again. 
"| guess you've had enough,’ | mumble under my breath as | take the key from my pocket and 


lower down behind the tree. 


"You know," | whisper into his ear. "I really hate | had to do this to you. | really like you Jason, that's why | 


waited so long." 


The cuffs unlocked from around his wrist and his arms dropped to his side. | retrieve his trunks and lay them 
into his lap. His fingers twitched, but he didn't move. "Jason, put your pants back on man" 


His heavy eyes opened and he looked up at me, his cheeks red and gleaming. Sighing, | put his feet into shorts 
and picked him up from the ground and pulled them up his legs. 


"Come on. Help me out will ya?" Jason's fingers grip the shorts awkwardly pulls them up to his hips before his 


body gives out on him again 
“Alright man, I'll help you to the house." | wrap one of his arms around my shoulder and walks him to the 
house. Kirk and Lars sat too occupied with the TV to notice us. | walked us up the stairs and to the bedroom 


where | pulled back the covers and laid him down. 


‘Only a joke, Jamss." | nod and pull the blankets farther up his body. "Yeah Jay, only a joke." A knot in my chest 


spelled guilt. | swallow around it and kiss Jason's cheek softly. 


‘Jamss." Jason's fingers gripped my hair. "Did we do IT again?" | smiled at him. "You're crazy man" He smiled 


weakly and pulled me closer to him. 


Jason giggled softly. "Hey man, you got me back good?" 
| rub my fingers slowly through his hair, the guilt building up in my chest. 


"No, you got me back good." 


